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Christmas Bells. 
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Across the twilight firlis of Gime they ring, 
Chose Christmas bella of all the vanished years. 
Gow tender is their echo in our vars 
©f all the joy that home and friends ran bring, 
Of dear delusions that to childhood cling, 
Of bouygant hopes, unuexed by anxious fears, 
Of laughter mingled with uo trare of tearg--- 
Gow clear they rang! How faint their erhoing! 


And still they ring, with peal like that of yore, 

Che same, yet not the same, for more and more 

Cun hitter-awert their undertones resound 

Commingling with the thoughts eer rircling round--- 
Aa doves their homes---thoge ‘pond earth's changing climes 
On whose rapt ears fall Geaven’s blest Christmas chimes. 
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Che Borderland. 
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Within the land of shades, hand locked in hand, 
Borne here or there by impulse of the mind 
Chey wandered, he awd she, nor sought to find 

A dearer spot than this calm tuilight land, 

Where dwelt in blessed peace a quiet band, 

Unvexed by glaring light or heat unkind, 
Nor coli, nor jangling unise, wor passion blind 
fer found a foothold on that gentle strand. 
Each shade had bathed in Lethe and forgot 
Chat rarth had been, till lo! when these passed by 
Hike dim, remembered dream, a sudden thought 
Of derper joy than theirs shone in rarh eye. 
Hor suert is rest, but love-crowned rest, indeed, 
$s all of bliss that weary mortals nerd. 


Ronda. 


Chia dreary day makes sad my monn; 
Naught i there in the earth or sky 
Inu nearer tree or distant wood 
Oo make its meaning widerstood; 
No answer in my questioning mhy 
Ghe dark sky oer the varth should trond, 
Nor why the dismal mind should sigh, 
Go make more sad my snlituie, 
Ghia dreary dav. 


When suddenly, aa in reply, 
Atbhwart the sky a rift is wiewed; 
A dazzling light shines from on high, 
And parting clouds now beautify, 
A fleery, billowmy multitude— 
Chia dreary day. 


Death in Lite. 


# dreamed that J was dead; stone cold J lay 

And still within my soft and narrow bed. 

Orr me, Love's thoughts made manifest, were spread 
Sweet flowers, once fondly loved, but which to-day 
Mourd not the soul within that senseless clay; 

Nor uet the grief of friends, whose piteous dread 

Of living on wherefrom my soul had fled 
CGranseended Breath, and in that soul found may. 

Calmly J pitied; yet uot een for those 

Could J desire to yield this fixed repose. 

Less life have they, though still they breathe, who know 

Suderd, but feel uot human joy or wor, 

As they who ‘ueath their window hear the sound 

©@f drums and marching feet, yet turn wot round. 


A Smaying Vine. 


ms 


My tendrils, finding naught whereon to twine 

All unsupported and unguided stray, 

Bike hapless children that have lost their way. 
Oherefore shall J all growth awd hope resign, 
And all the jous of varth and air decline 


And shower and sun, berause the hope that lay 
So fair within my heart but yesterday--- 


Go climb and climb---will ue'er again be mine ? 


Nav; J will live my independent life 
And float a leafy banner on the air 
Che summer through; and though harsh winds be rife, 
@r breeses kind, Jl put forth blossoms fair; 
And when by frost laid tom, my strength is spent, 
PU kuow that J have lived, and die content. 


Grirf. 


Chis day J gave to grief! Outside my door 

She long has stood, waiting with mang sighs 

And lnunble mien. J cannot elae but rise 
And take her hand in mine, as more and more 
Ger pale lips part in sobs, and J before 

Che gage of her deep, melancholy eyes 

Pield all my will, J feel no other ties; 

Joy, Gope, awd Hear, and Patience sweet, which o'er 
Me sometimes cast their spell, all flee ween. 
Che busy cares of life, sometimes so bold 
And pressing, steal amay and leave us there. 

Chough nour would do her homage, she is queen 
@ er rouutless hearts, with cromn of gouth, though old 
As Gime himself and of his woes the heir. 


A Song. 
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My hearts attwwd to naught but wor; 
Che hours drag on as dull and slow 
As held restrained by giant hands. 


Untenanted by hope, my soul 
Can ne'er attain that heavenly goal 
Where dwell with anng the angel bandas. 


ior needs a more than minor ke 
Oo chant ita sullen threnody; 
Ant this no power divine will give. 


Woe, then, oh heart and soul defy, 
Hor heart and soul must upward fly, 
And without song man cannot live. 
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